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running down and wreck of her ship is a curious,
almost prophetic, foreshadowing of the calamity
by which, all too soon, Shelley was to lose his life.

The wind changed to a more northerly direction during
the night, and the land-breeze of the morning filled their sails,
so that, although slowly, they dropt down southward. About
noon they met a Pisan vessel, who bade them beware of a
Genoese squadron, which was cruising off Corsica; so they
bore in nearer to the shore. At sunset that day a fierce
sirocco arose, accompanied by thunder and lightning, such as
is seldom seen during the winter season. Presently they saw
huge dark columns descending from heaven, and meeting the
sea, which boiled beneath; they were borne on by the storm,
and scattered by the wind. The rain came down in sheets,
and the hail clattered, as it fell to its grave in the ocean; the
ocean was lashed into such waves that, many miles inland,
during the pauses of the wind, the hoarse and constant
murmurs of the far-off sea made the well-housed landsman
mutter one more prayer for those exposed to its fury.

Such was the storm, as it was seen from shore. Nothing
more was ever known of the Sicilian vessel which bore
Euthanasia. It never reached its destined port, nor were any
of those on board ever after seen. The sentinels who watched
near Vado, a town on the sea-beach of the Maremma, found
on the following day that the waves had washed on shore some
of the wrecks of a vessel; they picked up a few planks and a
broken mast, round which, tangled with some of its cordage,
was a white silk handkerchief, such a one as had bound the
tresses of Euthanasia the night that she had embarked; and
in its knot were a few golden hairs.

To follow the fate of Mary's novel, it has been
necessary somewhat to anticipate the history, which
is resumed in the next chapter, with the journal
and letters of the latter part of 1821.